The Hi 8 cry of King It at. 

Or. Very well. 

Docl. Pleafe you draw necre : louder the muficjke ther 
Or .O my deere father, 

Reftoration hang thy medicine on my lippes. 

And let this kiffe repaire thofe violent harmes 
That my two fitters haue in thy reuercnce made. 

Kent . Kinde and deere Princcffe. 

Cor. Had you not bin their father, thefe white flakes 
Had challeng’d pitty of them, Was this a face 
To be expofd againft the warring windcs. 

To ftand againft the deepe dread bolted thunder. 

In the rood terrible and nimble ftroke 

Of quicke crofie lightning, to watch poorc Ter dte. 

With this thin helme? Mine iniurious dogge. 

Though he had bit me, (hould haue ftood that night 
Againft my fire, and waft thou faine (poorc father) 

To houill thee with fwine and rogues forlorne, 

In fhort and mufty ftraw ? Alack, alacke, 

Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once. 

Had not concluded all. He wakes.fpeaketo him. 

Doth, Madam do you.tis fitteft. 

C.How does my royal lord?how fares your maiefty 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out a’tli graue. 
Thou art a foule inbliffc,but I am bound 
Vpon a whecle offire, that mine owne tearesi 
Do feald like molten Lead.. 

Cor. Sir, know ye me ? 

Leary ire a fpirit I know, when did you dye?- 
Cor .$till,ftill,farre wide. 

TXtcl. HeVfcarfe awakc,lethlm alone awhile. 

Lea. Where haue I bin? where am I ? fairc day light!; 
T am mightily abufd ;.I {hould enc dye with pity 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 

I will not fweare thefe are my hands, let’s fee, 

I feele this pin pricke, would I were affur’d of my con- 
Cer.Olookevpon me fir, (dition. 

And hold your hands in benedi&ion ore roe, 
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No fir, you muft not knccle, 

Lecff . Pray do not mocke me : 

I am avery foolifh fono oldc roan, 

Fourefcore and vp ward, and to deale plainly, 

I fearc I am not perfect in my minde. 

Me thinkes I (hould know you, and know this man, 

Yet I am doubtfull : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor I know not 
Where 1 did lodge laft night. Do no laugh at me. 

For (as I am a man) I thiuke this Lady 
To be my childc Cor delta. 

Cor. And fo I am. 

Lear. Be your teares wet ? Yes faith : I pray wcepe not, 

If you haue poifon for me I will drinke it : 

I know you do not loue me, for your fitters 
Haue (as I Jo remember)done me wrong. 

You haue fome caufc,they haue not. 

Cor. No caufc.no caufe. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your owne kingdome fir. 

Lear. Donotabufeme. , 

Dott. Be comforted good Madame, the great rage you lee is 
cured in him, and yet it is danger to make him euen ore the time 
hee has loft ; defire him to goe in, trouble him no more till fur- 
thcrfetling. 

Cor. Wilt pleafe your Highneffe walke ? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 

Pray now forget and forgiue, * 

1 am olds and foolifh. Exeunt • 

Manet Kent and Cjentleman. 

Gcw.Holds it true fir that the Duke of Cornwall was fo flaine f 

Xewf.Moft certaine fir. 

Gent. Who is condu&or ofhis people? 

Kent. As tis faid.thebaftard fonneofGlofter, 

<jf»r.They fay Edgar his banifht fonne,is with the Earle of 

K& Kent 
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